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I dont remember much,

White spots I call them.
Gaps in my memory.
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I remember my
| family..my brother §
mostly,







I have vague
memories of
college... Boarding
school? I'm not sure. |

3 I was obsessed.
I'd never read
anything like
them, Science

\ fiction. But
something
more...

But I do
1 remember the
books.

I can still
| smell that musty
paper. 'aper-
backs from the
used bookstore
down the street.

I don't
remember the
~ street, but 1
il-' remember the

. V. }; smell,
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And the stories. The crazy
stories. Where did they come
| from? Who was making these?
What man wrote them?
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I remember staring at that
grainy photo. Imagining what his |
voice sounded like,
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Bl And 1 finally | é/
tracked him %
down, v
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He was a little older
than I imagined.

But more receptive ‘A A‘n.ul"rnqra
than I ever thought., | f L -
\ 2 -




He had been writing for vears
already. He' amassed a fortune,
Movies based on his books, Books
a8 sequels to movies, T had
everything I wanted in him.

And he kept writing, He told
me his secret one day. Where
all of his ideas came from.

When he was fifteen he'd §
stumbled across this series of
obscure science-fiction novels

from the 19208, He'd read

them all within a week. He
just devoured them.
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And then he did something strange. He
burned those books. Turns out, those
books were among the few copies left in
print. Priceless, Impossible to find,
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about those books again, Until

he turned forty years old.

L

And when he turned forty he tried to rewrite
|  those books he'd read once nearly twenty
vears before. He tried to write them
| word-for-word, as best as he could remember.
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But time and age |
had muddled the

stories and the

| concepts. And so
what came out...

What he ended up writing-was
something completely strange and
different, bending and changing
them through the po of time
and the haze of memory,
Something new and original...
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A warping of those » |
original stories,
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